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GERMAN 
TRAINING 


*I have had the letter now,” said Herr 
Kriegel. *A letter of acceptance for the 
training position. Also the photograph 
enclosed, as requested. A pretty 
Madchen* as you see, Heidi." 


The young woman thus addressed by 
Herr Kriegel, standing at the side of his 
desk, could also be fairly described as 
a pretty Madchen. Quite tall and slim 
with curling corn-blonde hair and 
dressed in a sort of nurse's uniform: 
à black dress with a starched white 
apron tied at her narrow waist and 
pinned up over her bust which swell- 
ed attractively in the tight bodice 
Below were shapely legs in sheer black 
stockings and black high-heeled shoes. 


Nurse Heidi Beckner looked at the col- 
our photograph handed to her by 
Direktor Kriegel. It showed a pretty 
blonde in a blue nurse’s uniform. “Yes 
Herr Direktor. She looks very nice.” 


Herr Kriegel took back the photo 
‘English of course. A young English 
lady — or girl one should say for age 
18. And in England, Heidi Liebchen, 
I believe they do not have the tradition 
of discipline. For young ladies I mean. 
Is that what you think, Heidi dear?" 


Big blue eyes wide, Heidi shook her 
head. ‘I do not really know, Herr 
Direktor." 


*But you spent a little time in England. 
You were not for instance caned by 
those Englishmen?” 


*No Herr Direktor." 


*Well that is proof, is it not? I cannot 
see how any man could not wish to 
cane a Madchen as lovely as Nurse 
Heidi Beckner. Who has such a love- 
ly bottom. If you were not caned, Heidi 


Liebchen, then quite clearly there is no f= 


tradition of the cane. Do you agree." 


Heidi produced a weak sort of smile. 
Herr Kriegel was making a little joke. 
Although it was not a joke that girls 
could and did get caned here in Ger- 
many. And certainly could and did here 
in the Nursing Institute where Herr 
Kriegel was Direktor. 


“Мо answer, Heidi?’ 
What was the best answer? Nurse Heidi 


* Madchen = ‘girlie’, ‘bit of stuff”. 


Beckner was attuned to Direktor 
Kriegel’s moods and could sense...that 
the thought of this English girl, and her 
photo, was having an effect. But of 
course the English girl was not here 
now — only herself. Heidi shook her 
head. ‘I...don’t know, Herr Kriegel.” 


The Direktor smiled. The sharp dark 
eyes behind his glasses were like laser 
beams. Beams that could penetrate the 
crisp white apron and the black dress 
to what was underneath. Penetrate in- 
to regions with which he was certain- 
ly familiar. 


His voice came soft, teasing slightly: 
“Are you wearing knickers, Nurse?" 


The words brought a pink flush to 
Heidi's cheeks. Yes she had guessed 
correctly. It looked like she was going 
to get it for the English girl. “Yes, Herr 
Kriegel.” 


‘Hmmm...‘I don't know’ is not a very 
positive answer. I would think my 
special nurse could be more positive 
than that. And also perhaps...when she 
comes in to see her Direktor...perhaps 
she should have her knickers off? Just 
in case...there could be some matter to 
attend to. Yes Liebling?’ 


Heidi shifted her weight from one black 
high-heeled shoe to the other. From 
one rounded haunch to its mate. Blink- 
ing the clear blue eyes. ‘Yes, Herr 
Direktor.’ There was not a lot else she 
could say. 


The eyes behind the steel-rimmed 
glasses were intense. "Well then. Could 
we have them removed now. 
Liebchen.” 


Herr Kriegel had picked up the photo 
again. Having another look at the 
English girl. This English student nurse 
who was coming here on the Exchange 
Training Scheme. Would she be in for 
a shock? The answer must be yes 
unless someone had warned her. Heidi 
was obediently doing what she had 
been told to do, Her hands lifting the 
black skirt, slipping up above the dark 
stocking tops, up above the smooth pale 
thighs. To her brief white knickers. 
Pulling them down: over the silky 
thighs and the tautly stretched 
suspender straps, the shapely stocking- 
clad legs. Demurely stepping out of the 
brief white garment. Nurse Heidi 
Beckner had done this before of course, 
it was not the first time. The English 
girl, though: when she had to do it for 
the first time 


‘Good.’ Herr Kriegel had been toying 
with the photo while remaining very 
conscious of what his nurse was doing. 
“Now lift the skirt please. And come 


a little closer." 


Heidi placed the knickers on the near- 
by chair and then acted obediently to 
follow this further instruction. To lift 
her skirt up round the slim waist and 
thereby display all that was underneath. 
The stocking tops and the white 
suspender straps. The pale rounded 
thighs and of course what was above: 
her blonde-curled pussy, and round 
behind the surprising fullness, com- 
pared to the slim waist, of her buttocks. 
It was perhaps not something a girl, 
even a trained one, greatly enjoyed: 
having to stand here before Direktor 
Kriegel like this with everything on 
show, But by the time you had been at 
the Institute for almost a year, as Heidi 
Beckner had, you were at least well ac- 
quainted with what the Herr Direktor 
was likely to wish. Being called into 
his study always entailed the risk that 
you would shortly be like this — or in 
some similarly undesirable situation. 


‘A little closer, Leibling.’ Heidi shuffl- 
ed forward. To bring her body — and 
her pussy — within centimetres of 
Direktor Kriegel. Yes, the English girl 
was certainly going to be in for 
something of a shock — because one 
could assume a nurse did not have to 
do this sort of thing in England. 


Heidi trembled as the Direktor's hand 
came out. To gently cup her pussy. 
Direktor Kriegel did not allow any out- 
side social contact for girls who were 
at the Institute. Neither social nor sex- 


a girl could get rather frustrated. 
Direktor Kriegel liked that: it was his 
theory that if a nurse was under some 
degree of sexual tension she would be 
more alert and would take training bet- 
ter. Certainly she would be on edge, 
jumpy...especially when the Direktor's 
ook hold of that very special 


‘Do you suppose, Liebchen, that the 
English girl...has a boyfriend.” 


What a question! Ч...допт know, Herr 
Direktor.” His hand was stroking. 
Squeezing gently. Making Nurse 
Beckner squirm all over. She had 
scarcely seen her boyfriend for almost 
a year. She shivered. Herr Kriegel's 
hand was like a touch of dynamite. 


‘Probably,’ observed the Direktor. ‘I 
would imagine such a pretty Madchen 
would certainly have one. Pretty girls 
of that age do, eh?” 


ual. No visits from your boyfriend, so | 


“He was still doing things to Heidi that 

were making her shake like a leaf. 
“Yes, Nurse. We shall certainly need 
to teach this English girl some 
discipline. Our German discipline. And 
without the comfort of that boyfriend, 
what a young man can do for a 
girl...she will be most amenable.” 


Herr Kriegel's hand stopped its fondl- 
ing, turned Heidi round and sharply 
slapped the splendid bottom. "Let's 
give you a little something then. Eh 
Nurse? A spanking. Not the cane at this 
moment. Just a spanking." 


He swivelled round in his chair. To 
give himself room. Pretty Heidi 
Beckner, still obediently holding her 
skirt bunched round her waist, was 
pulled down across the Direktor's lap. 
There was no sound of protest. His 
hand pushed her legs apart 


‘A nice looking Madchen then, Heidi: 
this English girl. Yes?" 


"Yes, Herr Kriegel,’ the bent-over girl 
breathed. The Direktor's hand was in 
between her legs. 


“And...could you fancy a nice looking 
English girl like that? I expect you 
could, eh? After all this time without 


that Rudi of yours." 


“Мо!” Heidi squealed. The squeal was 
aimed partly at what the Direktor was 
suggesting and also at what his hand 
was doing. His hand between Heidi's 
legs, working at her. Although of 
course a well-trained girl did not ac- 
tually complain, or plead with the 
Direktor to desist, whatever he chose 
to do. So perhaps in fact the squeal was 
aimed only at what he had suggested. 


He laughed. ‘We shall see. I shall 
watch carefully. Not that a certain 
amount of that business is forbidden — 
between two pretty girls — as you 
know, Liebling." Direktor Kriegel's 
hand was still busy. ‘I shall watch 
carefully — because I am going to put 
you in charge of part of this lovely 
English girl's training, Nurse Beckner. 
And that will be most excellent train- 
ing for yourself as well, will it not? 


The hand did a little more of its 
devastating activity and then came 
away. ‘Good. Now then. I shall give 
you a little business. Eh Nurse?" 


The hand cracked down. As hard as 
Direktor Kriegel could crack his hand 
down, which was with considerable 
force. He was much experienced in 
spanking girls’ bottoms really hard. As 


he was likewise much experienced in 
using the tawse and the cane. Heidi 
stifled her yelp as the hand cracked 
down again. And again. 


* * * 


Jacqueline Wilming had been urged to 
apply for the exchange though not at 
all certain that she wanted to do it. Six 
months, possibly extended to a year, 
in Germany: the idea was rather daun- 
ting when you were just 18. But in 
terms of Jackie's future career it would 
be a very good thing to have done, and 
Jackie had done German at school, to 
A Level, so she would not have a 
language problem. Germans, like the 
French, it was accepted would not be 
keen on a student who couldn't speak 
the language 


So with both her mother and the peo- 
ple at the Training College urging it on 
her, Jackie had agreed. She had sent 
in her application, plus a photograph 
as requested, half hoping for a negative 
reply. Instead she received a letter back 
of acceptance almost immediately. A 
letter from the Direktor. Herr Kriegel. 
He would like her to start at once. That 
was in fact convenient because Jackie 
had just finished the first half of her 
course. Dr Halliway said it would be 
à good time to go, and complete the se- 
cond part when she returned. ‘You'll 
have a marvellous time,’ he told her. 


Not that Dr Halliway knew a lot about 
the Heitzmann Nursing Institute — or 
indeed anything at all — but it seemed 
to be a properly accredited place. It had 
advertised in one of the nursing 
magazines that it would like to get 


English student nurses with a view to f 


exchanging some of its own students 
Presumably, Dr Halliway thought, they 
would hear about any German girls 
wishing to exchange, but for the mo- 
ment Jackie Wilming was the only 
name mentioned from either end. And 
she was an excellent choice to start 
something like this: an excellent am- 
bassadress; a pretty and shapely girl, 
keen but demure, well 
spoken...perhaps a little bit anxious 
about the whole business; but she 
would soon lose that, when she got 
over there... 


One person in addition to Jackie with 
doubts about the move was of course 
her boyfriend, Graham Silway. Six 
months — or even a year — seemed an 
awfully long time (as of course it did 
to Jackie herself and not only in respect 
of Graham). ‘It’s not that long,’ she 
told him, hoping perhaps to convince 
herself of it at the same time. “You can 


come over for a visit — and I can 
maybe come back for a weekend I 
should think." 


These were only suppositions on 
Jackie's part but both seemed entirely 
reasonable. Jackie in fact had very lit- 
tle detail about anything yet. She had 
been able to pick out on a map where 
the Institute was: it was in Bavaria and 
not near any large towns. Apart from 
this — well there was only the fact that 
she would be met off the plane in Ham- 
burg. Herr Kriegel who was to meet 
Jackie himself had asked her to r 
her uniform, partly so that he could 
pick her out — although of course he 
had had her photograph. 


“ГИ really miss you,’ Jackie assured 
Graham the night before her departure 
‘TIl write every day. And you do the 
same. And don't go out with anyone 
else. I certainly won't — for one thing 
there probably won't be anyone at this 
place. It seems to be out in the middle 
of nowhere. But I wouldn't anyway." 


They had a last rather steamy 
smooching session. Not full sex 
because they didn't, but the next thing 
to it: on the settee in Jackie's lounger 
(her parents had obligii gone out for 
the evening) writhing. clinging 
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desperately together, and more 
specifically manually bringing each 
other off. It all left them both ex- 
hausted, physically and emotionally 
Jackie could feel tears coming. ‘I wish 
I hadn't said yes. Just think...in 24 
hours.. 


In 24 hours Jackie was in a hotel with 
Herr Kriegel. He had been there in the 
Arrivals Lounge and had immediately 
picked her out. The blonde head could 
easily be German, the hair straighter 
than Heidi Beckner's but a very similar 
rich corn colour. And the blue eyes, 
the somewhat anxious expression to the 
pretty mouth as she looked uncertain- 
ly around...Oh yes. Even better in the 
flesh than in the photo. He had step- 
ped eagerly forward. Jackie of course 
hadn't had the benefit of a photograph 
but this gentleman in the dark suit and 
with the sharp eyes behind the steel- 
rimmed spectacles was showing her a 
card which confirmed who he was. 


"We don't want you picked up by a 
stranger, Jacqueline. That would be un- 
fortunate, and with such a pretty girl 
not impossible.’ He was taking her 
arm. ‘And you do speak some German 
I believe...?" 
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Jackie had not yet really said anything. 
She found she was a bit tongue-tied: 
struck dumb almost. It was nervousness 
of course, even a touch of panic. In his 
car Herr Kriegel said they wouldn't be 
able to get to the Institute that night, 
it was too far. So they would stop over- 
night at a hotel and arrive fresh tomor- 
row. Would that be a good idea? 


Jackie said a meek ‘Yes Herr 
Direktor.' If that was what Direktor 
Kriegel said they were doing why 
should she argue. He patted her knee. 
*Good girl. I am sure you are going to 
do very well with us.’ The hand 
lingered on Jackie's knee, or more ac- 
curately, her thigh. But naturally she 
had no thought of pushing it away 
Naturally. 


The hand left Jackie's knee (thigh) but 
a little later, on the Autobahn now, it 
came back again. Herr Kriegel, look- 
ing ahead at the road and not at his pret- 
ty companion whose lower thigh he 
now had his hand on, asked, “Are you 
wearing tights, Jacqueline? Or stock- 
ings. With a suspender belt.’ 


Jackie didn't know the German for 
suspender belt but guessed that was 
what the word meant. It was a ques- 
tion out of the blue...and somehow it 
made her more conscious of the hand 
on her leg. Jackie was of course wear- 
ing tights; that was routine with the 
uniform at the Training College. She 
stuttered out an answer. The hand was 
still on her leg. It squeezed 


“At our Institute our girls wear stock- 
ings always. Black nylon stockings 
with a suspender belt. That is con- 
sidered smarter and also there are other 
reasons. It is considered more healthy 
for a girl's thighs to be bare and not 
contained in tights all day. And another 
reason too. For discipline. With stoc! 
ings a girl's thighs are bare for smac! 
ing. If there is some minor matter of 
discipline her thighs are bare and can 
be quickly smacked; with the hand or 
the leather strap. The backs of the 
thighs are of course a sensitive area of 
the anatomy and excellent for this.” 


Herr Kriegel's hand was squeezing — 
as if perhaps it was anticipating an early 
smacking of the thighs of this pretty 
English girl. The English girl 
herself...was blushing, and her heart 
thudding a little bit. She wasn’t 
misinterpreting what he was saying? 


‘For the more serious lapses of 
discipline it is of course not the backs 


HOW FIONA WAS DEALT WITH 


(A sequel to ‘How Paula is 
dealt with’ in Blushes 45) 


My Dear Friend, 


Your recent letter has been a 
source of inspiration! My 
grateful thanks to you, for your 
advice and for the splendid 
photographs of your Paula 
which you so thoughtfully 
enclosed. One of the prints in 
particular has been used to 
good effect, as I will explain in 
a moment 


In the past weeks, Fiona's 
behaviour has been simply ap- 
palling, I have needed to repri 
mand her daily, but my firm 
words were obviously having 
little effect. Your letter, receiv- 
ed last Tuesday, finally pro 
mpted me to take firm action 


Over supper, the young minx 
had been in argumentative 
mood. I finally sent her to her 
room, convinced now that 
methods of discipline akin to 
your own were now ap- 
propriate. Fiona always bathes 
before going to bed, and when 
she returned from the 
bathroom, wearing just her py- 
jamas, she was surprised, if not 
slightly perturbed, to find me 
waiting for her in her bedroom 


The question of punishment 
dress is a most interesting one 
Your photograph of Paula is 
quite fetching. And she must 
surely feel very young and in- 
secure in that short skirt. Of 
course, the important value of 
such an outfit is the ease at 
which the girl's bottom can be 
bared. Short skirts can be flip- 
ped up in a matter of seconds 
Knickers can be lowered, and 
the girl's bottom is available 
with the minimum of fuss. I 
have told Fiona that jeans are 
banned from now on, as well 
as those dreadful long shapeless 
skirts 


But I must not digress. I must 
return to my narrative. Fiona 
looked more than a little em- 
barrassed as I sat on the end of 
her bed. telling her that I wish- 
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ed to discuss her behaviour. I 
am sure she realised that her 
thin cotton pyjamas hid very 
little of her pretty young form 
from my eyes. She blushed, 
quite profusely, as I talked to 
her. 


Obviously, your Paula is now 
well-trained when corporal 


punishment is necessary. You 
tell me that she goes across 
your knee without argument, 
having learnt the consequences 
long ago. Now, in my Fiona’s 
case, the learning was about to 
begin. I decided that your 
precise and explicit letter 
would have the most effect, 
especially if Fiona was also 
shown those photographs of 
Paula taken after punishment 


1 lectured her, and then hand- 
ed her your letter. What an ex- 
cellent hand you possess! E 
Fiona was able to read, 
understand every word! I sat 
and watched her expression as 
she scanned your words. What 
a delight! | would imagine the 
blush across her face first oc- 
curred when she read of Paula 
going across your knee, with 
her knickers down! And from 
that moment, Fiona's manner 
changed quite dramatically, She 
handed me the letter in silence 
I asked her if she had 
understood the contents. She 
nodded, her face burning bright 
red. I told her that my good 
friend, the author of the letter, 
was but a telephone call away 
I suggested that either we could 
resolve the problem of her ap- 
palling behaviour ourselves, in 
the privacy of her bedroom, or 
I could summon my good 
friend's assistance. Fiona, I am 
sure, fully believed that you 
would be quite delighted to 
take her on board, treating her 
as you treat your Pau 


I decided to give her no oppor- 
tunity to argue her way out of. 
this confrontation. She deserv- 
ed punishment, and it was time 
that something firm and pain- 
ful was applied to that young 
lady's rear end. 1 patted my 
knee. ‘I want you to put 
yourself across my knee, 
Fiona.' She shook her head, her 
ace bearing the expression of 
fright, rather than indignation. 
‘Or my friend will be con- 
tacted.' I continued, offering 
her the photograph of your 
Paula after one of her canings. 
Fiona almost burst into tears as 
she looked at it. 'Now, across 


my knee, young lady. Now" 
The battle was over. Slowly, 
very reluctantly, her pretty f: 
burning with embarrassment, 
young Fiona lowered herself 
across my knee. The night was 
still young. There was no need 
for haste. No need at all. I took 
as much time as was necessary, 
to lift the young lady into the 
preferred position, with her 
bottom precisely elevated 
above my lap, her long legs 
stretched out, resting upon the 
bed covers, her head and 
shoulders resting upon her 
pillow, those long dark curls ly- 
ing loosely upon the crisp cot- 
ton sheets. For the very first 
time in my life, I felt the child’s 
warmth, The vibrant life that 
bubbled within her. Even 
through the soft cotton of her 
pyjamas, the glow of her young 
unblemished skin shone 
through. She lay there, across 
my knee in total silence, realis- 
ing perhaps that any further 
protest would be unwise. She 
allowed me to fold up her loose 
pyjama jacket, baring the small 
of her back. Her skin was so 
soft and smooth. And then, 
when I was more than satisfied 
that Fiona was lying in the most 
effective position, I lowered 
her trousers. I shall never forget 
that sensation, as my finger tips 
touched the soft fleshy curves 
of her buttocks, I shall never 
ever forget that first glimpse of 
her bared bottom, the soft 
peach-like contours, the dark 
tight cleft, the hint of secret lit- 
tle curls between thighs 
clamped so tightly together. By 
resting my left hand in the 
small of her back, I found I 
could rock her gently from side 
to side, making the task of 
removing her pyjama trousers 
t much easier. But why the 
hurry? This was an experience 
worth savouring for all time 


How far do you take a girl's 
trousers or pants? I decided 
they might as well be removed 
altogether. It took a little longer 
because Fiona was hardly co- 
operating. But I was surprised 
at just how compliant she had 
become after simply reading 
your letter. She just lay there. 
in silence, her face turned away 
from me, staring instead 
towards the bedroom door. 


I placed the palm of my right 
hand upon her bottom cheeks, 


cupping the very summit of 
both cheeks in my fingers. | felt 
her jump but a little as she sens- 
ed the presence of my hand. 
"Now, my lass. It is time to 
teach you a lesson.’ Still no pro- 
test. Still not a sound. The ef- 
fect of your letter had been 
remarkable! ‘I am going to 
smack your bottom, Fiona 
Loud and long. I am going to 
teach you a lesson you will 
never forget." I sensed a slight 
quiver of apprehension or fear 
as I raised my hand. And then, 
iona received her just desserts. 
I smacked her bottom. I smack- 
ed and smacked and smacked 
1 slapped my hand down upon 
that cheeky insolent upturned 
ide, intent on teaching 
g Fiona a real lesson. She 

to squirm. My hand 


began to feel warm. Her bot- 
tom turned a bright shade of 
pink, the cheeks wobbling from 
side to side under the force of 


my slaps. She squealed as each 
succes smack landed upon 
that cheeky round bottom. 


What a fantastic feeling! 
Especially knowing that each 
loud smack was well-deserved. 


Finally, after dozens of smacks, 
my arm began to ache. I stop- 
ped. She was crying, sobbing 
real tears into the bedclothes, 
her face still turned away from 
me, her hands now reaching 
behind her to soothe the in- 
flamed contours of her bottom. 
At the height of the smacking, 
Fiona had begun to wave her 
arms and legs quite widely with 


some abandonment, affording 
me some glimpses of her more 
intimate attributes. All in all, 
that spanking was a real e 
opener, from E 
point-of-view 


ery 


She stood before me, her hands 
behind her back, her tro 5 
still discarded in a heap on the 
floor. She knew I was looking 
at her, at the dark triangle of lit- 
tle curls, her long slender legs, 
and well-proportioned thighs 
"Turn round.’ I told her. She 
obeyed, allowing me a further 
look at her punished bottom. 
"Do you want another dose? 
With a slipper, perhaps?’ She 
shook her head and pleaded 
with me. “Then you will obey 
mc in future, won't you?' she 
promised, freely. 


I left her. I am sure she had 
much to think about. But on 
the following day I decided to 
test the effectiveness of the 
night's work ma. Why have 
you left your clothes lying in 
the bathroom?' She offered no 
excuse. I sat down, and mere- 
ly patted my knee. Reluctant- 
ly, but without argument, she 
draped her pretty form across 
my lap once again. And this 
time I v ble to take down 
her tight white knickers before 
applying a good firm carpet 
slipper to her backside. More 
real tears and promises of good 
behaviour in future 


dear friend, I have this v 
morning visited the garden cen- 
tre. Some splendid varicties of. 
Fuschia are now in stock. I pur- 
chased quite a selection. In- 
cluding a long thin garden 
cane, personally selected from 
their large stock. The thinnest 
and whippiest cane I could 
find. 


опа will be introduced to its 
painful properties this evening, 
after posting this letter to you. 


I thank you again for your ad- 
ice and encouragement. We 
must meet up again, soon. 
Perhaps you and Paula could 
visit us for the weekend. The 
experience would certainly be 
to my Fiona's benefit. 


With all good wishes. 


Yours, 
Robin 
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WELL 


Her employer was a very attractive woman in 
her early thirties and Kim had liked her from 
the moment she had been admitted for inter- 
view. Kim was just into her twentieth year and 
had been 'in service' from the age of eighteen. 
Her last employer had been over familiar with 
his wandering hands and although Kim was 
reasonable about such things, her employer's 
wife was not!! 


The woman to whom she had applied for the 
position of maid had spoken to her very kindly 
about the terms of the contract and had shown 
her all over the house. The master bedroom 
with the maid's room adjourning. The 
bathroom. The main reception room with 
lounge etcetera, etcetera. The kitchen was a 
large room too. Then they came to the very 
sombre room. This was the one room tht did 
not have wall to wall carpet. There was a large 
square rug with polished wood as a surround. 


‘And this is the punishment room!!' 


‘Miss?’ Kim's eyes had opened wide with sur- 
prise and her response was a question in itself. 


MAID 


‘The punishment room,’ the woman smiled 
sweetly as though she perfectly understood 
Kim's attitude. 


Kim's tongue lightly ran from one side of her 
lips to the other...surely, her prospective 
employer could not be serious. The look in the 
eyes revealed that there was no joke 


Ч... don't think | understand,’ Kim stuttered 


‘Alright. | think an explanation is in the natural 
order of things,’ the woman was prepared to 
go into details. 


It would probably be better if she really did ex- 
plain to this attractive young person, then there 
would be no room for misunderstandings. The 
girl could always pack her things and go if she 
did not like it. 


‘| do not like to spend time being wasted in 
girlish sulks and pouting. So. If you misbehave 
or are ever naughty, then we come in here. You 
will know why you are here and it will save me 
making a lot of unnecessary explanations. You 
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will come in this room whenever | deem you 
have misbehaved and | will spank your bottom." 


Kim nearly burst out laughing! It was a nervous 
reaction, of course and she was not too sure 
how to handle it 


'Spank me?? On my bottom???' her mouth 
gasped the words rather than spoke then 


'Yes. Do you accept this clause in your 
contract?’ 


‘|... don't know, Miss,’ Kim was amazed at the 
manner that the interview had gone. 


She certainly liked the idea of working for this 
attractive and wealthy lady; but this was the first 
time she had ever met such strange terms. 
‘Perhaps you should look elsewhere,’ the lovely 
woman suggested with that smile that told Kim 
that she was really a very nice person 


‘Oh no. Please. I’m sorry. | must admit though 


۰ that | was taken by surprise,’ she said. 


The prospective employer looked at the con- 


fusion written all over the lovely girl's face. She 
personally hoped that Kim would accept the 
post. She certainly had a strikingly good look- 
ing face, a soft, curvy rounded body and from 
the manner her skirt shaped round her bottom 
there would be a lot of premium in having that 
skirt off, the panties lowered and the bottom that 
appeared so attractive when dressed stretch- 
ed nicely and properly over the mistress's lap. 


‘Do you want to work for me?’ 


"Yes. Yes, | think | would like to,’ Kim blushed 
even deeper. It was as if she was saying yes, 
| would like to work for you and to have my 
naughty bottom spanked whenever | misbehav- 
ed myself. 


‘Spanked bottoms too if you are naughty?’ 


*Y...yes, | suppose so,’ Kim shifted from one 
foot to the other. To hell with it. There were not 
that many well paid positions going. So what 
is a spanked bum between friends? 


‘Good. l'Il leave you to get unpacked and make 
yourself comfortable. You will start duties 


tomorrow,' she smiled. 


Kim looked round the room ruefully. She hoped 
that she would not have to come in here 
again...only to clean it of course. 


Kim knew to the letter what her duties were to 
be and she had been doing this sort of work 
for a married family for the last two years. Pity 
about her previous employer's wife catching her 
and the husband together. That had been quite 
a well paid job with all the perks thrown in...but 
there was never any of this spanking business 
with them. She blushed again as her bottom 
was lightly patted when she passed her new 
employer. Lord, she is getting the feel of it 
already. l'Il have to watch my step or else that 
patting will turn into something of a different 
calibre...and my bottofm will not have the cover- 
ing to protect it as it has now!! 


After she had bathed, she still felt the odd 
tingles that had been aroused when the 
employer had explained the purpose of the 
room...spanking, no less. Well there was a 
novel twist 


Kim felt that her employer, being so sweet and 
delightful to be with would certainly not take up 
a lot of time enforcing this spanking business. 
She was sure that it had been a ploy just to 
make sure that she kept on the right track and 
not to get into too many scrapes. 


It soon became apparent that the lady who was 
now her boss spent a lot of time at leisure in 
the evening and went out to an elite club. This 
suited Kim down to the ground and it gave her 
unlimited time to relax and even catch up on 
her household tasks. She gradually got used 
to the woman's comings and goings and was 
able now to set her watch with the precision of 
the woman's evening departures and arrival 
back home. Thursday nights were those that 
took longest for the employer to get home and 
so, one Thursday as soon as she had departed, 
Kim was in her bathroom. She was not normally 
allowed in this room without the woman herself 
being here and with Kim in attendance. She 
drew a large bath of water emptied expensive 
perfumed oils into it and then sank into the for- 
bidden tub to luxurate in the sweet smelling 
suds. This is the life, she thought. Perfect 
pleasure. Laying back, idly letting her hand 
stroke the perfumed waters into her body, she 
was surprised to hear the front door open. Oh 
shit! She’s come back early. For the first time 
ever. Hastily she got out of the bath and pull- 
ed the plug trying to get the high water to run 
away faster than it normally could have done. 
She pulled towels round her body and opened 
the windows to try in some way to get the heat 
from the room. She did not know why, but vi- 
sions of the sombre punishment room loomed 
in her mind. Ominously so. She was still rubb- 
ing the terry towel robe over her skin when 
Priscilla Wensley walked in. 


‘Oh Miss...| wasn't expecting you back,’ Kim 
said lame and limp. 


‘The plumbing in your bathroom not working?" 
Priscilla asked sarcastically and with one fine 
eyebrow raised. 


'Er...oh yes,' Kim felt like a criminal! 
‘I'll see you іп the morning." 


‘Yes, Miss. Er...G'night,' she just could not think 
of anything else to say or how else to react 


It was another hour before she was in her own 
bedroom and she felt as guilty as hell. Surely, 
Miss Wensley was not going to smack her bot- 
tom! I'm too big. I'm twenty years of age and 
girls or young ladies of twenty years did not 
have their bums spanked. Did they? It was all 
too mortifying to even think about let alone to 
actually have to go over Miss Wensley's lap with 
her panties down...oh Lord; don't even think 
about it, she moaned to herself 


And Miss Wensley had not responded to the 
'G'night' that Kim had weakly called out 


The atmosphere the following morning was 
decidedly stoney and frigid to say the least. Kim 
served breakfast as she always did and she 
cleared away as she always did. She pulled a 
bath as normal and everything regarding her 
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duties she executed in the best possible man- 
ner that would normally have earned her credit 
marks by any standard. This morning, the 
Silence was so concentrated that oen could cut 
it with a knife. 


‘Eleven o'clock, young lady. In the Brown 
room,’ Priscilla told her sharply. 


‘Yes, Miss,’ she stumbled over the two words 
even. 


‘Sharp,’ Priscilla added as she swept from the 
breakfast room. Kim's face was certainly a 
study in abject misery as she stood there look- 
ing at the door through which Priscilla Wensley 
had just departed. 


All the minutes up to the appointed hour Kim 
constantly reminded herself that she was no 
schoolgirl. Nobody was going to make her take 
her panties down for a spanking. Nobody, not 
even Priscilla Wensley was going to make her 
bare her bottom so that they could spank it. She 
had her rights as a human being and it was too 
degrading to even think about. How dare that 
attractive employer suggest that she could 
smack her whenever she thought that the maid 
had misbehaved. It was inhuman and 
monstrous even. She would appeal to Miss 
Wensley's sense of proprietory. She was sure 
that if she put her point properly then she would 
avoid being spanked. 


The fact that she was dressed as Priscilla had 
told her to dress was the fact that she did not 
want to go into that room appearing to be 
disobedient from the outset. A neat blue and 
white check blouse and these awful tight fitting 
knickers. Not panties, but cloth knickers that 
were just a shade too tight for her and seemed 
to enhance the full rounded spheres of her 
backside. They were too tight, too out of fashion 
and no girl in her right mind would be seen in 
them. But just to let Miss Wensley know that 
she was not willfully naughty, she put them on. 


And the low heel, highly polished shoes. With 
white ankle socks. It certainly put her at a disad- 
vantage, she felt. Why couldn't she wear her 
daily uniform? Dressed like this...well, just look 
at the reflection. Kim coloured first with anger 
atthe spectacle her mistress was trying to make 
of her and then a deeper blush when she realis- 
ed that with the lowering or removal of the 
knickers, she would only have the waist length 
blouse covering her at all. Everything would be 


exposed...except for her breasts that is. She 
felt that given a choice she would rather remove 
the blouse! Again and again, as she walked 
uncertainly towards that room, she rehearsed 
exactly what she was going to say. She knock- 
ed on the door and waited for the terse com- 
mand to go in. 


“You know my rules regarding behaviour, Kim," 
the woman started. 


"Yes, Miss. But | don't think you ought to even 
consider spanking me. It is too 
shameful...humiliating. | don't think it is the least 
bit proper for you to expect me to submit to such 
a terrible ordeal.' Kim started out alright, but 
words tripped over each other and then she was 
stammering and not making much sense at all. 


‘And | don't think you should trespass in those 
rooms that | consider private,’ Miss Wensley 
told her as she pulled the reluctant girl down 
over her lap. 
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Kim just could not believe that this was hap- 
pening! Her arms were down one side, her 
palms resting on the floor and her legs thrust 
out the other side of the knees, with feet ac- 
tually digging into the carpet. 


‘Oh no....Miss...Please,' she half cried out as 
she felt the knickers being pulled down her legs. 


As the knickers were gradually taken down, so 
Kim slipped to her knees but that lap was still 
beneath her and she was virtually on all fours. 
What was even worse, was that she was bare 
bottom'd now and Miss Wensley was stroking 
the naked cheeks of Kim's bottom quite freely. 


Ч don't think a spanking will come amiss, young 
lady,' Priscilla told her and to give action to 
words, Kim felt the first stinging slap come 
down onto her right buttock. 


The creamy white background of her rounded 
cheek now had a distinct handprint of red over 
it...only one hand print and that was the exact 
spot that Kim felt was tingling...the other nate 
responded in exactly the same way...two round- 
ed cheeks, two imprinted red hand marks. 


‘Oh pleasee...pleassseee, Miss,’ she called out 
as her very soul became more and more 
anguished 


The hand soon settled into a pattern that was 
slowly transforming the bared bottom to a 
tomato coloured sensation of furnace heat. Kim 
was soon kicking her legs about not caring too 
much about modesty. All she was aware of right 
now was that hand and it's ability to produce 
a real flashing hotness each time it spanked 
down onto her rounded bum. 


Spank...spank...spank...spank...'Ohhh...oww... 
oh please...please...no...no...' Kim let Priscilla 
know that her bottom was stinging terribly and 
those slaps seemed to be growing in strength. 
Instead of the hand weakening, it appeared that 
the more practise it got the harder it was able 
to come down. 


Kim tried to get her hands over the now heated 
nates, but the well versed Priscilla simply grabb- 
ed both wrists and with an ease that one would 


t have thought her capable ої, she thrust 

iem up to the small of Kim's batk. This slightly 

редеа the jerking movement that Kim felt her 
juttocks wanted P make! 
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/ ۲ Ч making quité an exhibition of her body and this 
only caused her further deep shame. 


She had struggled and thrust her legs about 
so much that her shoes had long come off her 
feet. Every so often, the spanking ceased but 
only just long enough for Priscilla to stroke her 
hands over the highly heated nates. They were 
very red now, and when Priscilla saw the under 
curve showing white, she knew she would have 
to remedy the omission to spank the lower orbs. 


'Ow!!! That hurts,' Kim shouted as the fresh 
area and also the most sensative parts were 
subjected to the pain instilling slaps. It was not 
that the preceeding spanking had not hurt, it 
was that the lower curves were very tenderis- 
ed areas and with the palm reaching new ter- 
ritory, that newly invaded source became even 
more hot than the rest of her bottom. 


The spanking seemed to go on forever and at 
last Kim was pushed away from Priscilla's lap. 
She could hardly bear to sit on the couch, her 
knickers still round her knees as she thrust her 
right hand up to the tear filled eyes. 


‘Now ! know you have been punished proper- 


th: at in- 
tervals. She was pleased to gel "between the 
cold sheets. 


She looked at the door when it opened and 
Priscilla came in smiling sweetly...Kim could not 
believethe vision that walked into the room. Нег 
Mistress, whose body tould-be-describ, 
faultless was wearing only brassiere and pan- 
ties!! As she slipped these two garments from 
her, she reached for the covers of Kim's bed- 
ding and eased them down. Kim had no clothes 
on either, and with her head spinning, she mov- 
ed over to make room for Priscilla's shapely 
torso... 


"There...there,' Priscilla was using her very best 
soothing tone...'We know what helps to make 
things all better don't we?' Kim would have said 
something...but her lips were covered. by: 
Priscilla's. 


The cane clattered loudly 
across the table top. "You WILL 
stand still, you stupid child" He 
was frightening her, and she 
was finding it so very difficult 
to stand still. 'Stand up 
STRAIGHT! Once again the 
cane clattered down. She shook 
her head in near panic. ‘I can’ 
Mr Smith. I can't. I just can’ 
He took hold of the cane bet- 
ween his large hands and began 
to flex it, evilly, threateningly, 
into an arc. ‘You will, young 
lady. You will. I can assure you 
of that.’ 


It had begun as a play on 
words. Standing in his office, 
hands behind her back. Prim 
and proper. A few words of 
warning about her general at- 
titude to her work. ‘You're a 
slacker, young lady. You need 
wakening up a Young 
Jackie, nodding in agreement, 
and promising to do better. 
"Yes, Mr Edwards. I'm sorry. 
Mr Edwards. I won't be late 
again, Mr Edwards...’ It had 
been her final warning. Next 
time, there would be trouble. 
She had seen the deep set shine 
of his € And she was 
frightened. And underneath, in 
the honesty of her own secret 
thoughts, she knew he was 
right. She one of nature's 
i s. Always 

ient. 
achieving a task before the very 
last minute. Jack Edwards had 
pondered the young girl on 
many occasions. Such a pity. A 
pretty young thing, with brains 
as well. Young Jackie could go 
far, if it wasn't for that one han- 
dicap of hers. That evening, as 
he locked up, Edwards promis- 
ed himself that now was the 
time for action. He knew the 
girl well. He knew the family. 
And his past experience would 
serve him in good stead. 'Get 
your skates on, girl,’ he told 
her, his voice raised. 'Sort 
yourself out, or you'll be in 
trouble with a captial 'T'. 


]t was inevitable that Jackie 
would find herself in trouble 


A MATTER 


yet again. ‘You were warned." 
Edwards reminded her. He 
pointed to the door. 'Get out. 
Go home. I'm about to teach 
you a lesson." 


She was standing by the full- 
length mirror, brushing her hair 
when her younger sister bounc- 
ed into the room. The younger 


sion on 
Didn't 
realise you were home.’ She 
looked into Jackie's "Hey. 
What's wrong?' Her eyes look- 
ed beyond to the bed, and to 
the kit laid out upon the 
bedclothes. ‘Jackie? What is 
this? She crossed the room and 
held up a pair of football shorts, 
stretching them between her 
hands. "They're mine. They 
won't fit you. What are you do- 
ing...?' Her big sister shook her 
head. ‘Look. Please. I just need 
them. Just for a few hours. 
Please...' There was silence in 
the room for a second or two, 
and then little Cathy spoke. 
“Alright. God knows what 
you're up to. Just don't split 
them, that's all I can say.' She 
opened the bedroom door, but 
called to her. ‘Cathy. 
Please. Please don't tell anyone 
about this. Please?’ Her sister 
shook her head. 'Alright. But 
you could tell me about it, real- 
ly you could." 


He had told her to attend him 
at his office at four. The rest of 
his instructions had been quite 
clear, and worryingly explicit. 
"In a pair of football shorts, and 
wearing roller skates.' She had 
stared at him in total disbelief. 
Football shorts? Roller skates? 
What the hell was he talking 
about? But he had repeated the 
instruction, knowingly, in 
detail. ‘Your sister. Cathy? Is 
that her name? She plays in that 
girls’ football team doesn't 
she?’ Jackie had just stood 
there, in the middle of the of- 
fice, stunned by his knowledge 
of her family. ‘I want you here, 
tonight, in...er...Cathy’s foot- 
ball shorts... and wear- 


ing...roller skates...’ Whether it 
had been an inspired guess on 
Edward's part, or whether he 
had seen her out in the park, 
Jackie had no idea. But yes, she 
did go roller skating, very very 
occasionally. The problem was 
that she had never really 
mastered the art. 'No later than 
four, young lady. In shorts and 
roller skates...' Jackie had con- 
templated standing her ground 
and simply refusing to obey this 
ridiculous instruction. She 
shook her head, intent on tell- 
ing old Edwards tht he was a 
weird old fool. As her pretty 
lips parted, her employer 
forstalled her plans. ‘You do as 
I say, or you're out, young 
lady. Right out. And you can 
say goodbye to your carcer, 
because you will never, never 
gain a reference from this Com- 
pany!’ She was stunned. Quiet- 
ly, she slipped away, feeling 
very frightened inside. Worried 
about the implications of Ed- 
ward's strange request. Her lit- 
tle sister's football shorts? And 
roller skates? She was now 
quite convinced that the old 
man was more than just a stuf- 
fy old man. There was obvious- 
ly some strange scheme in his 
mind. A scheme to teach her a 
real lesson about time keeping 
and behaviour. It was a very 
worried young lady who went 
home that Friday afternoon, 
knowing that she would have 
to return to the office in just 
twenty four hours time. For- 
tunately she usually kept 
herself to herself so there was 
no need to make an excuse for 
going back into town on Satur- 
day afternoon. But Jackie slept 
very uneasily over Friday night, 
tossing and turning throughout 
the night hours. Perhaps her 
sister had noticed. It was not 
easy to act casually, knowing 
that something strange and pro- 
bably not very pleasant was be- 
ing planned for you on the 
following day. 


The company offices were 
quiet as Jackie cycled into the 
yard. It was a sunny afternoon, 


OF BALANCE 


and so her teeshirt and shorts 
were not out of place, though 
the cycle-ride through town 
had become something of a 
nightmare, with men catching 
sight of her very tight shorts. 
The thin fabric just seemed to 
mould itself to her bottom like 
à second skin. Nothing what- 
soever was left to the imagina- 
tion. She blushed, as she stood 
beside the mirror in reception, 
realising for the first time just 
how short and tight they were, 
and how young and si 
looked. Not the sophis: 
young woman she thought she 
was and intended to be. Just a 
silly girl. Even sillier, once she 
had put her roller boots on. She 
took them out of her cycle-bag 
and walked towards the 
cloakroom, wondering if any 
other member of staff was in 
the building. The silence was 
unnerving, so different from 
the bustle of the week. In the 
ladies cloakroom she sat down, 
Slipped off her sandals, and tied 
on the boots. It had been 
months since she last went 
skating, over at Western Park. 
Her sister was much better at 
keeping her balance. In Jackie's 
case it was just a matter of wob- 
bling around, in a most ungain- 
ly manner, frequently falling to 
the ground. 


Somehow she made her way 
along the corridor to Mr Ed- 
wards' office, her arms held 
aloft, occasionally steadying 
herself by leaning a hand 
against the wall. She felt so 
awkward, wearing the boots, 
and indoors. She was wobbling 
about all over the place, and 
when she did finally reach the 
office door, she banged against 
it, finding it difficult to stand 
still and knock at the same 
time. The door opened, and 
she almost fell down in the 
doorway, as the Manager open- 
ed the door. 


He took hold of her upper arm, 
steadying her, leading her 
towards the centre of the 
room. 'Stand still and stand up, 


young lady" It was clear that 
his attitude to her had not 
moderated overnight. Jackie 
made a supreme effort to stand 
still, keeping her legs as straight 
as possible, holding the roller 
skates together. Edwards 
waited and watched as she 
wobbled about, thrusting out 
her arms to steady herself. And 
he watched the tight curve of 
her bottom thrusting out and 
stretching the shorts. That had 
been an excellent idea. He had 
seen the two sisters out in the 
park, many months ago. The 
youngster was a pretty little 
thing, especially in those very 
brief shorts. But on that occa- 
sion, Jackie had been wearing 
jeans. The thought had 
flickered through her mind. 
The thought of the older girl in 
those shorts. He had imagined 
just what a struggle she had had 
to get them on at all. Mr Ed- 
wards prided himself on a very 
realistic and lively imagination. 


He sat down at his desk and 
placed his hands upon the desk 
top, addressing her, as she 
quivered in front of him. 
'Always late, young lady. 
Aren't you?' She tried to nod, 
but found that even that slight 
movement upset her balance. 
‘And when you are at work, 
your performance is appalling. 
Isn't it? This time Jackie 
managed a hesitant nod of her 
head in agreement. ‘Do you 
know what the other members 
of the Management Team call 
you, Jackie? Of course, she 
didn't. And she didn't really 
wish to know. They call you 
'Get-your-skates-on Jackie’, 
because that is the most fre- 
quent order that they have to 
give you. Always late. Always 
slacking. Always needing a 
sharp word to get you to 
move!’ Edwards raised his arm 
and pointed directly at her. 'So 
this afternoon, you do have 
your skates on, young lady. 
And I'm going to treat you to 
something which should serve 
as an encouragement to you to 
wake yourself up a bit in 


future.’ Jackie felt near to tears 
as the lecture continued. Her 
long bare legs were already 
aching as she tried to stay still, 
and the worst part of this 
whole experience was knowing 
that the man was right. That all 
those accusations were quite 
true. But what had he meant 
about giving her something to 
serve as an encouragement to 
her? There was something a lit- 
tle sinister in the way he was 
talking to her and drumming 
his fingers upon the desk top 
She shivered again, realising 
that, away from the sunshine, 
the day was cool. There was 
the prickle of goose pimples 
upon her bare legs. 


Edwards stood up, and moved 
an upright chair towards the 
centre of the room. ‘If you 
were a sensible and well- 
organised young woman, none 
ary.'He 
to her. 
‘But you are not behaving like 
a sensible young woman, are 
you? Your attitude is more akin 
to spoilt schoolgirl.’ He took a 
deep breath, knowing that this 
was the moment of confronta- 
tion. The moment when the 
girl was likely to flounce out of 
the office calling him a pervert 
and a dirty old man. ‘What you 
need is a good hiding, Jackie.’ 
His words were clearly spoken, 
even and soft. ‘I am going to 
put you across my knee, young 
lady, and I am going to tan your 
bottom.’ He waited for the in- 
evitable reaction. She blushed 
profusely, her fingers flexing 
nervously. ‘Well? Isn't that 
what you deserve?’ Jackie knew 
the truth, deep down. She 
opened her pretty mouth, fin- 
ding it a struggle to find the 
right words. ‘And if I don't..." 
He prompted her. ‘If you don't 
what?' She clasped her hands 
together in front of her, now 
that she was becoming more 
accustomed to the skates. 'If I 
don't let you...spank me...?" 
Edwards folded his arms and 
leaned back in his chair. 'Then 
you can collect your cards. 
Right now.” 
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Moments later, close to tears, 


Jac! as hoisted across her 


Manager's knee. She felt the 
hem of her teeshirt being ruck- 
ed well clear of her back, his 
large dry hands, firmly holding 
her in place. And then, his 
fingers beneath the tight 
elasticated waistband of her 
shorts, tugging them down, 
inch by inch, rocking her from 
side to side. Edwards warmed 
to the task, but there was no 
hurry. He was going to enjoy 
this little exercise. He was go- 
ing to bare this young madam‘: 
bottom. He was going to get 
her shorts down, and her 
stupid little pants, and he was 
going to tan this little upstart 
into submission. The shorts 
pulled free from the rounded 
bottom cheeks. He pulled them 
right down, until they became 
tangled around her ankles, And 
her knickers. All the way down 
to her ankles. He ran the palm 
of his right hand over the girl's 
delightfully smooth peach of a 
bottom. She lay across his knee, 
strange submissive, just 
waiting for the 

punishment. Her 

decision to accept his spanking 
had surprised Edwards. Never- 
theless, the prospect of 
teaching young Jackie a really 
memorable lesson spurred him 
on into action. SMACK 
SMA SMACK. His firm hand 
landed square across her up- 
turned che SMACK. 
SMACK. SMACK. He set his 
own thythm and the girl's body 
responded, her bottom cheeks 
bouncing backwards and for- 
wards, with just the hint of a 
struggle as she tried to wave 
her legs. But of course, the 
heavy roller skates kept her legs 
weighed down. She twisted her 
body, attempting to shield her 
now-pickening bottom from 
further blows. But Edwards 
slapped on. SMACK. SMACK. 
SMACK. There was no other 
sound. Just that explosive mix- 
ture of firm male palm across 
soft fleshy girlish bottom. She 
was squealing now, as the 
smacking continued, and her 
bottom began to burn. And she 
was sobbing quietly when he 
finally sat back, his arm and 
hand-literally aching from the 


concentrated exertion. ‘ГИ 
teach you to shirk your respo: 

sibilities,” he breathed. u 
teach you.” She was told to 
stand. It was an awkward 
ungainly movement as the 
skates failed to grip on the of- 
fice floor. She struggled to 
maintain her balance, the tears 
E glistening in the eyes and 
down her face, her bottom 
shining a bright burning pink. 


He made her remover her 
shorts and knickers complete- 
ly. And that meant sitting on 
her bare bottom in the middle 
of the room to remove her 
skates, with Edward scrutini 
ing her every movement. She 
followed him down the cor- 
ridor to the back yard. ‘A touch 
of exercise won't do you any 
harm,’ he suggested. And he 
made her skate round and 
round the rough yard, in just 
her teeshirt and skates. Not just 
her punished bottom blushing 
red, but her pretty face as well. 
Praying that no-one else wa 
ching from one of the ad- 
jacent windows. Knowing that 
the skates meant she couldn't 
possibly move gracefully 


sound 
slap to her wobbling gyrati 


bottom as she skated 
backwards and forwards. 


He decided it was time for the 
final lesson. Back indoors, in- 
to the office. Teeshirt off, and 
bra. Young Jackie was a pretty 
little miss. All the lads in the 
company knew that. Not a few 
would have been delighted to 
have witnessed the afternoon's 
events. Not a few had savoured 
many happy fantasies relating 
to what young Jackie deserved, 
and how they would make sure 
she received it. The girl w 
now completely bared, but for 
her socks and skates. 


She was put across the desk, 
legs held straight, but open. In 
her confusion, she failed to sec 
the long slender cane which 
Edwards had collected from 
the corner of the room. He was 
going to cane her. Soundly. 
And then he would take her 
back to the yard and make her 


te round again. In the nude. 
With the cane making frequent 
painful vi: to her beautiful 
bare bottom. Later, it would be 
back to the office, for a further 
session. Perhaps the girl lying 
flat on her back, her legs held 
aloft, her straining muscles 
fighting to support the weight 
of the skates. Or he would 
simply make her stand straight, 
with her hands above her head, 
and he would propel her along 
the corridor using the cane 
across her bottom as the only 
motive power. 


He flexed the cane in his hand. 
“You WILL stand still, you 
stupid child" He tapped the 
ne upon the table top. ‘You 
WILL stand still. Or we shall 
begin again...and agai 4 


Jackie crept 
into her house. She 
sion set in 
room. She slipped 
upstairs, and placed the roller 
skates on the floor of her 
bedroom, just inside the door. 
With a pained sigh, she fell on- 
to her bed, face down, her bot- 
tom still so tender. She began 
to sob to herself, quietly, in the 
darkness. She shivered as she 
felt a hand upon her heaving 
shoulder. ‘Alright, sis. Come on 
now. It'll soon stop hurting." 
She turned to look at her 
younger sister. Cathy у 
ing sympathet 
empted her big sister's ques- 
tions. "Yes. I wondered, when 
I saw you with my shorts. Now 
1 know.’ She eased the shorts 
down away from her sister's 
bottom, placing her cool 
soothing hand across the crim- 
son ridges. ‘Yes,’ she 
whispered. ‘I thought this 
would happen.’ Jackie tried to 
find out more. 'What do you 
mean?’ Cathy shook her head. 
‘Not now. Perhaps another 
day, I'll tell you all about it.” 


With shorts and knickers tugg- 
ed well out of the way, Jackie 
lay still as her little sister ap- 
plied soothing cool cream. 

othing more was said that 
night. The truth about young 
Cathy could wait until 
morning. 
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РРР PRIVATE | 
PRACTICE 


"Things are different in the private sec- 
Nurse. In addition to the salary of 
. We like to think we can show 
much more concern for the wishes of 
the patient. Not like the National 
Health. With us the wishes of the pa- 
tient are all important." 


That had been Mrs Keenlan yesterday. 
Mrs, Keenlan was Matron. And now 
Mr Page was saying very much the 
same thing. Stressing it. Angela says, 
"Yes, Mr Page. Yes I understand." 


She is in his study. In his house, a quite 
grand affair standing in its own 
substantial grounds out in the country. 
Presumably this house is a sign that 
running a private nursing agency is not 
a bad thing financially. Mr Page is the 
Director. Of the Paramount Nursing 
Agency. Angela has just arrived, ten 
minutes ago, in her little Mini. ‘Every 
new girl has an interview with Mr 


Page,” Mrs Keenlan has said. *He likes 
to see you at his place. Tomorrow at 
5 o'clock." 


So here she is. In Mr Page's study in 
her uniform dress of narrow blue and 
white stripes with a starched apron 
fastened up over the bodice with two 
safety pins. Fastened up over Angela's 
firm, full boobs in fact. Because she 
is a shapely girl with a firm, ripe bust 
and slim waist and nicely rounded hips. 


of new faces — and authority. But Mr 
Page...seems all right. 


“Yes I like to have a private chat at the 
outset, Nurse. Angela, isn't it? So we 
know where we are. You'll find there 
are...ah...different priorities. It's not 
the take-it-or-leave-it business of the 
NHS. Oh no. That won't do at all. Our 
patients, our clients, pay for a service, 
Nurse. So we have to ensure they get 
it. That they get full satisfaction." 


A pretty girl soft corn-coloured 
shoulder-length hair. Girls who are 
taken on in the private sector of course 
tend to be good-looking and shapely 
young women. With the salaries that 
can be offered — and the Paramount 
salary is very good — they can pick and 
choose. And if as they state the wishes 
of the patient are so paramount — as 
Paramount does — well, male patients, 
clients, at least will appreciate a pret- 
ty face, a well-turned ankle — indeed 


Mr Page is smiling a friendly smile at 
her. They are sitting on the couch with 
the sherry and he is half turned towards 
her. Angela nods. It is what Mrs 
Keenlan said. Extra special service. 


“When you're feeling under the 
weather, Angela, seeing a pretty face 
can work wonders. A pretty face and 
a nice shape under a girl's uniform. So 
Paramount ensures that. All our girls 
are selected with that in mind. We take 


well-turned bottom and tits as well. 


Mr Page is fortyish, tall with a neatly- 
trimmed beard. A welcoming smile, his 
hand held out in greeting. So pleased 
to meet her, etc. Welcome to Para- 
mount. A drink? Sherry...Angela ac- 
cepts a sherry. Mr Page seems very 
pleasant and she has been slightly 
dreading this. For some reason. Angela 
is somewhat shy. Not desperately so, 
a nurse cannot be that, but a little shy 


only very attractive girls. Like yourself 
of course." 


Angela can feel herself flushing slight- 
ly. She takes another sip of her drink. 


"Pretty girls who are charming and 
friendly, Angela. At all times. The 
client's wish is your command. Tht has 
to be your guiding light. Not too dif- 
ficult really, is it?” 
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Angela shakes her head. Mr Page 
reaches for her glass. ‘I'll get you a 
refill." He stands up. ‘Come over here." 
He puts the glasses on the desk. Angela 
follows him over to the window. ‘Are 
you a gardener, Angela?" 


She begins a reply but it doesn't come 
out. Mr Page's hand is on her bottom. 
His large male hand all at once at the 
soft cheeks of her bottom. She gasps. 
Jerks away. The hand goes round her 
waist. Pulls her close. 


*No, Nurse. That's not what we do. If 
I were a patient you would not do that. 
Certainly not. That is not being friend- 
ly.' Angela is hard up against Mr Page 
now. Her breath coming in short gasps. 
Mr Page has one arm round her 
waist...and the other is back at her bot- 
tom. Grabbing, groping, at the soft ripe 
cheeks under the thin dress. She cries 
out. 


*Don't be silly, Nurse.' He suddenly 
lets go. Angela stumbles, grabbing at 
the window sill for support. Mr Page 
eyes her. *And you're wearing tights, 
Nurse. That won't do. At Paramount 
girls wear proper nylons. With a 
suspender belt." 


E * * 


“Don't be silly, Nurse," Mrs Keenlan 
says. ‘Don’t be a «Шу girl. Of course 
you can't resign. You've signed a con- 
tract. You couldn't possibly resign." 


They are in Mrs Keenlan's office. Mrs 
Keenlan has just got in and Angela has 
gone immediately in to see her. She has 
hardly been able to sleep a wink all 
night. Thinking about yesterday, fear- 
ing what is coming today. Because she 
has been told to go back to Mr Page 
today. This time:.. 


“Ч can’t,’ she gasps. ‘I want...to leave." 


"Гуе told you not to be stupid,” Mrs 
Keenlan's voice is brusque. ‘There is 
no way you can sign a contract and then 
immediately resign. The Agency would 
certainly take you to court. Now just 
be sensible. You're being hysterical. 
If Mr Page said he wanted to see you 
again this afternoon then of course you 
go. And you'll wear what he told you. 
1 can find you 
something. ..ah...suitable." 


* * * 


The road...and here is the house...Mr 
Page's house. The mini slows...and 
turns into the driveway. Angela has 


ах 


told herself she — wouldn't, 
couldn't...but the mini is heading up 
the driveway. Like yesterday Angela 
is in her uniform — only it is not the 
same as yesterday. The shapely legs 
beneath the uniform skirt are not in 
tights. Today there are sheet black 
seamed stockings. Fastened with a sexy 
black suspender belt. And her 
knickers... ‘Let me see your knickers,’ 
Mrs Keenlan said. ‘Don’t be silly, I 
have to see...' Angela's sensible, 
virginal-white knickers. *Oh no. I am 
sure Mr Page won't approve of that. 
He'll want a bit more...mmm...snap 
than that.’ So what Angela is now 


wearing is a black nylon garment which > 


is scarcely anything at all. “Put it on!” 
Mrs Keenlan says, a hard edge to her 
voice. ‘Or don't wear anything. Mr 
Page will think no knickers is all right, 
but otherwise what I've given you. I 
think you'll look very cute in those, 
Nurse. And please stop being so 
awkward. You've got to be sensible 
and accept things now you're here. Just 
remember that nice salary you're get- 
ting. What is it, twice what you were 
on before?” 


The mini comes to a halt at the side of 
the house again. Mr Page’s house. 
Where inside Mr Page is waiting. 
Another girl in the office had grinned, 
knowing where Angela is going again. 
A knowing look...but knowing what? 
That Angela has the sexy underwear 
on? Mrs Keenlan said all the girls had 
to wear that sort of thing, it is part of 
the Paramount uniform. The clients ex- 
pected it. Why were they called clients, 
not patients? Weren't they sick? They 
didn’t just want girls sent to them? Not 
because they were sick but 
because...pretty girls in a sexy 
uniform, with sexy black underwear 
underneath. ‘He won't mind if you've 
got no knickers,’ Mrs Keenlan said. 
That had to be just an awful sort of 
joke. Didn't it? 


His housekeeper or whoever it was 
opening the door again. Ushering 
Angela in. To that study. Where yester- 
day Mr Page's hand had suddenly 
grabbed her like that. His hand in- 
timately groping the cheeks of her bot- 
tom. Reaching underneath. ‘Don’t be 
silly. I'm just testing. Some of the 


clients are sure to want to do this..." - 


The door again. She wants to turn tail 
and run, contract or not. Disappear 
somewhere. But tht is only a dream. 
The door opened. Mr Page is coming 
towards her. With that smile. His 
Welcome-to-Paramount smile. Para- 
mount where the girls all get those ex- 
cellent salaries and all they have to do 


is do exactly what the client wants, 
allow what the client wants, in their 
sheer black stockings and sexy 
suspender belts and knickers which are 
hardly knickers at all, barely covering * 
a girl's pussy, certainly not covering 
the cheeks of her bottom. 


“Hello Angela. How nice to see you 
again.’ Mr Page is taking her arm. 
"Would you like a sherry?’ Angela 
shakes her head. No sherry, not this 
time, she can only think about Mr 
Page's hand. Though maybe if he is go- 
ing to do that again a sherry — or two 
or three — is what she needs. 


*No? You're sure?' Mr Page is clos- 
ing the door. ‘Well anyway we must 
get down to business. Our little chat. 
Etcetera. You Were a little nervous 
yesterday, Nurse. You'll get over that 
I'm sure. Now there's something I'd 
like to take you through today. 
Something that a number of the clients 
you'll be seeing like to do. Acting out 
a disciplinary scene in effect. With their 
pretty nurse. It seems to be quite a 
favourite. Do you know what I mean, 
Angela?" 


Angela shakes her head. Acting out a 
disciplinary scene? It doesn't mean 
anything. At least Mr Page is not grop- 
ing her bottom though. Not yet. 


*A little corporal punishment, Angela. 
For the pretty nurse who has omitted 
or overlooked something or other. 
Whatever they care to think of. 
Anyway smacking her bottom. And 
caning her of course, that goes with it. 
Smacking your bottom, Nurse. Giving 
you the cane.” 


Is this some kind of bad dream? Mr 
Page is taking hold of her arm. 'So 
we'll go through that routine now, 
Angela. Give you a taste of it. I usual- 
ly do that with a new girl. All right?" 
And Mr Page's hand is now at Angela's 
bottom. Transferring his grip on her 
arm from his right to his left hand, so 
that she is now in front of him — so 
that his right hand can get at her bot- 
tom. Angela yelps out, automatically , 
as the hand gropes at her bottom cheeks 
which now, today, are virtually bare 
under the uniform dress, those vestigal 
black knickers. from Mrs Keenlan 
scarcely covering any part of the ripe 
roundness. 


Angela squirms, gasping out, but Mr 
Page has a firm hold on her; on her arm 
and on her bottom. Groping, he says, 
‘Some of them don't mind you wrig- 
gling about a bit, as I understand, but 


some of them will. They like a girl to 
stand nice and still. You'll have to learn 
to do just what they like, Nurse. I don't 
want to get a lot of complaints coming 
back." 


Mr Page is now propelling Angela, 
regardless of her writhing and frantic 
little yelps, towards the desk. Close up 
to the edge and then pushing her down 
"Stop struggling, Nurse. Just lie down 
flat over the desk. Keep still..." 


covered. Unprotected. Angela lets out 
an extra, extra-shocked, ‘Oooohhhh!” 
As Mr Page's hand slides right in bet- 
ween the writhing thighs. Grabbing her 
there. Her pussy. 


"Less fuss, Nurse. Remember you will 
be there to oblige the client." The 
shocking hand, which is boldly, 
unbelievably, holding Angela's pussy, 
comes out. And...splats hard down on 
one of the shaking cheeks. 
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Mr Page is pulling up her skirt. Angela 
can't believe it but this is happening. 
That girl grinning, with the knowing 
look. Thi what she was grinning 
about, guessing that Angela didn't 
know. Probably now giggling about it 
to Mrs Keenlan or one of the other 
girls. The new girl being bent over Mr 
Page's desk. Being taught what the 
clients like to do to their pretty visitors 
in the sexy stockings and knickers. 
What you get, what you pay for, in 


And again. And again. The left 
cheek...and the right. And the soft 
undersides of Angela's thighs. 
SPLAT!...SPLAT!!...SPLATT!!! 


Really stinging his hand in. Knocking 
the breath, and any spirit, out of her. 
Angela feels like a rag doll, flopped 
down over the desk, which is being 
beaten, given a good dusting-up, by its 
owner, a bored child perhaps. Except 
that she is not a rag doll, she is flesh, 


private medical care. 


The sexy knickers are coming down. 
The sexy black knickers which make 
no attempt to cover Angela's bottom 
are being yanked down. She is mak- 
ing her gasping, yelping sounds and 
jerking the delicious already-bare bot- 
tom but the knickers are coming down 
so that not only the cheeks of Angela's 
bottom but the cleft between, and what 
else is between, everything, is bare, un- 


S 


her bottom and thighs are ripe flesh 
which are beginning to feel more like 
raw meat... 


"Don't get up, Nurse. Now we'll try 
the cane. All the spankers like to use 
the cane as well. So Im told. Hurts a 
little bit more of course.’ 


* * * 


“Don’t be silly,” Mrs Keenlan says. ‘Of 


course you can't resign. Anyway you 
don't really want to,’ Angela. That's 
only a hysterical reaction. You won't 
want to when you think about it. You 
couldn't possibly get what you're be- 
ing paid here anywhere else, could 
you? And it's nothing to get all 
hysterical about. Just because Mr Page 
made your bottom sting a bit." 


“Sting a bit,’ must be the understate- 
ment of all time Angela thinks. The 
memory of Mr Page's cane is still such 
that she can't think of anything else. 
Bent over his desk and after the dread- 
fulness of the bare-bottom spanking 
that cane slicing into her poor bottom 
as if it was going to slice her in two. 
And after that even worse. Not bent 


over the desk but up on it. Lying on 
it on her back. Her legs right up in the 
air. The vestigal knickers still down (or 
up) round her knees. A sickeningly 
revealing position but all you could 
think of was that cane. Slicing in... 


Afterwards, after seeing Mrs Keenlan, 
there is that grinning girl again. Her 
name is Stacey. She is grinning still but 
she is not unsympathetic. ‘He’s a bit 
of a bugger with that cane, i 
He's worse than some of the 
Who've you got to see then? Has 
given you any appointments?" 


Angela has been given her first pa- 
tients. Or clients. Two men, one for 
today and the other tomorrow. She has 
to go out and visit them. Presumably 
for them to do what Mr Page has done. 
Stacey takes the piece of paper from 
Angela. ‘Mr Norrish. And Mr 
Canterbell.? Stacey makes a face. 
Shrugs. 


‘What!’ Angela demands. The thought 
of having to go out to these two clients 
with whatever they want to do to 
her...she shakes her head. The thought 
is impossibl ut she has to go. 
"What re they like. M...Mr 
Norrish?..." 


Mr Norrish is today. Ten o'clock this 
morning it says. Stacey hands back the 
note. Making another ‘Mr 
Canterbell..is keen on caning. A lot 
like Mr Page in fact. You have to ex- 
pect a sore bum when you go to Mr 
Canterbell. Mr Norrish... well..." 


"What? Angela yelps again. Mr 
Canterbell will want to use the cane. 
That thought jangles in her head but she 
can't think about that now. That is 
tomorrow. Tomorrow may never 
come. What about today? Is Mr Nor- 
rish perhaps all right then? Maybe he 
would simply like a chat with a pretty 
girl? Maybe he even has something 
wrong with him, a proper medical con- 
dition that nee: nurse. Not just a girl 
with a pretty face and a pretty bum that 
he can do things to. “What...about Mr 
Norrish...?' pops out of Angela's anx- 
ious mouth. 


Stacey comes close. Puts her mouth 
close to Angela's ear...and clearly 
enunciates a very basic word. She 
repeats it, equally clearly, in case 
perhaps Angela hasn't got it the first 
time. "That's what Mr Norrish likes’. 
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LETTERS 
LETTERS 


ya 


Dear Si 


Warmest congratulations on 
Uniform Girls No. 29. The colour 
photos of the girl in her white pants 
were especially welcome. A pity 
that some of the black and white 
photos were not in better focus and 
it would have been great to see the 
girl going upstairs in her pants. 


But in general the best CP mag yet. 


A Regular Reader 
Dear Sir, 


I have an au pair girl and she has 
recently been very naughty. Now 
I am an avid reader of Blushes 
since the first issue and what I 
would like to know is how would 
your readers deal with this. The 
girl has suggested that she is 
prepared to undergo any punish- 
ment that I might suggest, but I 
thought I ought to give your 
readers a chance to express their 
opinions and views. Incidentally, 
she is twenty one years of age, 
blonde and very curvy and comes 
from Sweden. 


Daniel Sparks, Herts 


Dear Sir, 


I know that you are always look- 
ing for letters on the subject of 
spanking and I would like to tell 
you about a really true situation. 
In no way is this fiction or a fig- 
ment of my imagination. 


I was opening my post at the of- 
fice when I found a letter wrongly 
addressed in with the others. It was 
a letter from a 23 year old woman 
answering an advert in a contact 
magazine. Enclosed with the letter 
was photographs of herself and the 
letter ended by asking for the 
photographs to be returned. 


I decided to return the photographs 
to her and explained briefly how 
I had come by them. A few days 


later she telephoned me at the of- 
fice to thank me for the 
photographs and asked if there was 
any way in which she could repay 
me. She told me that her husband 
did not know that she had replied 
to the advert and had only done so 
because she was bored at home and 
had replied on the spur of the mo- 
ment, stressing that she had never 
done anything like it before and 
would never do so again as it had 
frightened her that the letter had 
gone astray. 


I sensed an opportunity that I could 
not pass up on and told her that I 
thought her behaviour was awful 
and tht she ought to be punished 
or I would ensure that her husband 
found out! Suffice it to say that 
after about 20 minutes during 
which she became quite hysterical, 
she pleaded with me not to carry 
out my threat indicating that she 
would do anything I asked pro- 
viding I swore never to tell her 
husband. 


Two days later, I called at Jill's 
house (not her real name) whilst 
her husband was away for 10 days 
on a long distance flight (he was 
an airline pilot) in order to carry 
out the punishment. I knew it 
would need at least a week for the 
marks that I was going to inflict on 
her bottom to go. Jill asked me in 
and told me that she had prepared 
herself mentally for the punishment 
and saw it as her just deserts for 
putting her marriage at risk. She 
was exceptionally polite and con- 
siderate and I am sure that this was 
as a result of her genuine fear that 
she realised I had total power of her 
and could wreck her life very 
easily. 


I sat in the lounge whilst she 
brought me some coffee. 


“Pull the curtains,’ I ordered. 


Immediately she did so as she 
clearly was not going to upset me. 


She was wearing exactly what I had 
told her to wear and she had even 
had to buy the clothing. Flat shoes, 
a very full skirt that reached half 
‚way down to her calves and a very 
baggy jumper. She looked every 
inch, a Sloane Ranger. 


‘I am going to cane you. You will 
receive eight strokes and each one 
will leave a vivid red stripe across 
your buttocks. The stripes will take 


at least a week to go and you will 
find it very difficult to sit for a day 
or so. Do you understand?" 


“Yes I do,” said Jill. ‘I am accep- 
ting this beating because I feel guil- 
ty about replying to the advert and 
also because I do not want my hus- 
band to know." 


"Take off your shoes, your jumper 
and your bra. Bend over and touch 
your toes,” I demanded. 


She was bent over in front of me 
and was able to touch her toes 
without any problem. Her breasts 
hung downwards and almost touch- 
ed her chin. I lifted her skirt over 
her back and pulled down the small 
white knickers that I had told her 
to wear. With her knickers remov- 
ed and her bottom in the air, I 
prepared for the first stroke. I knew 
that I was going to hit her with all 
my strength and this I did. She had 
no idea what it was going to be like 
and she shouted out loud followed 
by a series of very deep breaths. 
It took her several minutes to catch 
her breath and then stood up and 
turned to me. 


“God, the pain. I had no idea that 
the cane could hurt so much. I 
don't think I can take another 
seven,” she said. 


I took her to the mirror in the hall 
and allowed her to examine her 
bottom. Across her buttocks was 
a red line just as if someone had 
painted a red line across her 
bottom! 


Ч know this will take some time,” 
I said, “but I will allow you as long 
as you like between each stroke to 
recover. If 1 am to keep your 
secret, you will end the day with 
eight lines across your buttocks. It 
is up to you.” 


‘I will do my best to comply,’ she 
said “but I do not know whether I 
can take the pain.” 


After a little while she indicated 
that she would take a second 
stroke. She bent over once again 
and this time I was careful to make 
sure the cane struck her buttocks 
in a different place. She could not 
help but shout out and again her 
breathing became deep. She stood 
upright and her skirt covered her 
bottom. Whilst she was trying to 
catch her breath and moaning, I 
removed her skirt so that she was 


standing with no clothing on. She 
did not seem concerned about her 
nakedness only about the pain 
shooting through her body. 


It took SIX hours for me to com- 
plete the eight strokes! At the end, 
her long hair was straggly and her 
body was covered in sweat. She 
was completely exhausted and I 
allowed her to lie down on the sofa 
whilst I made her a drink. Her but- 
tocks were striped in eight different 
places and I knew that the marks 
would still be faint in a weeks time. 


I put her mind at rest by telling her 
that her secret was safe and that I 
thought she had shown enormous 
courage by withstanding the ex- 
crutiating pain. She told me tht she 
felt her guilt had been expunged 
and that she had learnt her lesson. 


I have never contacted her since 
this time and have kept my word. 
I do not believe that she enjoyed 
a single second of her punishment 
but had no choice but to pt. 1 
do not believe that she bore me any 
malice but accepted that she had 
done something wrong and in a 
way was happy to be punished in 
à masochistic sort of way in order 
to take her guilt away. 


For those who are interested, Jill 
was 5' 4" had a slim figure and was 
very pretty. Although she was 23, 
she looked younger. 


For myself, I enjoyed the ex- 
perience. I have never before or 
since caned a girl with such power 
and only did so because I sensed 
that this was a one-off opportunity. 


Yours faithfully, 
I. Smith, London 


Dear Editor, 


I feel I must write to record my 
strong protest against the use of 
canes and tawses on the bare bot- 
toms of young ladies. 


I had never received such 
outrageous treatment before I left 
school and started employment in 
a dingy little office in the North 
Scottish territory. The experience 
was enacted by a fiendish old man 
who seemed to think he was God 
himself and the tawsing that he 
belaboured across my bare but- 
tocks was certainly not something 
tht should be recorded in glossy 
magazines to be drooled over by 


readers of such literature! 


He knew I had no choice, of 
course, and proved his cunning in- 
tent when he threatened to dismiss 
me for what he called incompetent 
work. I was in that situation that 
if he discharged me then I would 
be without any source of income. 
I have to admit that I had been a 
little careless, but that, I also feel 
did not warrant him removing my 
knickers and then making me bend 
right over to touch my toes as he 
struck my bottom with a tawse. 


Twelve strokes he gave me and as 
your readers will appreciate a 
tawse is a double strapped leather 
implement. Before that punishment 
I had been able to present myself. 
as a rather aloof young lady, but 
with such a crescendo of burning 
agony being heaped on one's nak- 
ed rear, dignity and modesty are 
easily overcome by a heated desire 
to yell loudly and one's body is 
forced into every thrusting reaction 
it can achieve. 


Please do not make light of a girl's 
suffering. It hurts and it hurts like 
hell. 


Jean McC., Inverness 


Editor: Firstly Jean, our readers 
do not drool! Secondly, we would 
never attempt to make light of suf- 
ring. But we must point out that 
in all constructions of redress 
balance, when a person is naughty 
and deserves to be punished, then 
there is only one area that should 
be used for such punishment and 
that is a bottom. It makes sense 
doesn't it. Dignity and modesty 
may be forfeited, but we think you 
will agree that although there is 
pain, there is no real damage on 
a permanent basis. 


Dear Editor, 


From a number of letters written 
to your magazine it appears that 
you do not need to know the enor- 
mity of a woman's guilt to print the 
consequences of the shame that she 
feels when she is discovered or 
found out. Lam twenty three years 
of age, married for eighteen 
months and I am now under the 
authoritarian discipline of my 
employer. I have no choice but to 
accept his punitive measures and 
anything else he might dictate to 
cause me a measure of pain and 
recrimination for a very foolish 


thing I did. 


My husband is not a strong willed 
Character and the twist to this 
episode is that he is aware that I 
am being punished by my boss and 
he can do nothing whatsoever 
about it. In fact he is sometimes а 
witness to the subjective disci 
that I have to accept. He was a 
partner in this terrible deed that I 
committed and he is therefore, 
helpless to prevent anything hap- 
pening that the employer wishes to 
dish out. 


When Mr Rauchmann had Gustaff 
in the office laying out in detail 
how he intended to proceed with 
me as the recipient of his 
discipline, all my husband could do 
to fidget in his chair and weak- 
ly agree. 


Then my boss ordered me out of 
my clothes. All of them and 
Gustaff just tearfully stripped my 
body naked. I had to perform 
several little poses that ensured my 
soft parts were revealed to the 
boss's satisfaction and then I was 
laid back on the desk to pull my 
knees up to my chest. It was too 
awful for words to have to lay there 
and let Gustaff see how the boss 
could touch me and stroke me 
anywhere he chose. 


Then my bottom was stripped as 
I yelped and writhed with the cane 
coming down quite hard on my taut 
and bent bottom. Gustaff offered 
not one word to prevent this hap- 
pening and it would have done no 
good at all if he had! We were in 
this mess up to our necks. 


It will come as no surprise to your 
readers to discover that sex bet- 
ween Gustaff and I that night 
reached the highest attainment 
ever! It seemed that the very fact 
that I had been punished and was 
able to do nothing about it, had an 
effect of turning Gustaff into a ram- 
pant bull!! 


I get punished but not always with 
Gustaff sitting there. I have done 
some very exacting things for the 
boss, with and without Gustaff pre- 
sent, but when I relate any details 
that happen in Gustaff's absence. 
the effect is the same as it was that 
first time; he just cannot contain 
himself. And strangely enough. 
neither can I! 


Grettel Kaunder., Oslo 
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Continued from page 15... 


of the thighs but the bottom. Natural- 
ly. I imagine it was the same at your 
own Training College. Yes? A girl's 
bottom for anything considered more 
serious?" 


Jackie mani 


d a strangled “Мо!” shak- 


ing her head to emphasise this fact. It 
wasn't a language problem. she knew 
what he was saying. Except that she 
couldn't believe it. Although had she 


heard somewhere something vaguely 
about German discipline. N it 
couldn't be. 


Herr Kriegel was of course well aware 
that student nurses in England did not 
have either the backs of their thighs or 
their bottoms smacked or strapped — 
or caned for that matter. It suited his 
purpose however to express surprise at 
Jackie's reply. Discipline was essen- 
tial and how else would one expect to 
quickly and efficiently administer it? 


He turned to Jackie with a quick char- 
ming smile. ‘Don’t worry. my pretty 
girl. Lam sure you will soon get ac- 
customed to our methods. There will 


be no problem. And now I think first 
of all...we will stop somewhere to see 
if we can purchase the stockings. And 
the suspender belt.” 


The hand gave a final squeeze and 
returned to the steering wheel. Leav- 
ing Jackie with her pretty blonde head 
now chock-full of a kaleidoscope of 
shocking and unbelievable thoughts. 
Herr Kriegel had been talking 
about...smacking bottom. Strapping 
(bare?) bottoms and the bare backs of 
thighs. She couldn't believe it. Could 
ii possibly... be a joke? Some funny sort 
of German humour? 


She didn't really believe that, though 
And if it wasn't a joke. 


They were shortly turning off. the 
Autobahn. Herr Kriegel had said...that 
wasn't a very nice thought either. Buy- 
ing stockings and a suspender belt 
Especially when Jackie recalled the 
reasons he had given why girls wore 
stockings. Or one of the reasons. Oh 
God. They wer little town 
A pretty town with timbered houses. 
but Jackie Wilming was in no state to 
admire the scene. Herr Krie; 
pulling up in the square 


gel was 
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Out of the car. ‘I'm sure we can find 
something,” and he was taking her arm. 
Yes, here was a lingerie shop. Oh God. 
Jackie could feel a desperate urge to 
be on a plane back to England. But 
Herr Kriegel was guiding her in. A 
fresh-faced assistant of about Jackie's 
age — another blonde too — smiling 
at them. Herr Kriegel stated what he 
wanted, for his ‘niece’ he said. And 
also...was there perhaps a fitting room 
they could use? ‘Oh ja, ja, mein Herr. * 
Certainly. The assistant led them 
through to the back, to a small room 
with a full-length mirror and two 
chairs. She placed on one of the chairs 
what she had brought: some pairs of 
black stockings and a slim white 
suspender belt. Doing a sort of half 
curtsey to Herr Kriegel she went out 
and closed the door 


Herr Kriegel sat on the vacant chair and 
smiled at Jackie. ‘Good. Let us proceed 
then. To get your properly dressed, 
Jacqueline. Take your coat and dress 
off. And of course the tights.” 


She was going to have to do it in front 
of him, In front of Herr Kriegel as he 
sat eager-eyed on the chair with only 
this very limited amount of space left 
between the chairs and the mirror. 
Jackie could feel herself beginning to 
perspire — but she clearly had no 
choice in the matter. Her hands went 
to the buttons of the light coat she had 
put on for the plane journey — because 
she had been shy about displaying her 
uniform. She had undone the coat in 
the Arrivals Lounge so that Herr 
Kriegel could see her uniform, the but- 
toned it again walking to his car. 
Now...it had to come off and so 
did...don't think about it, think about 
something else. What? Graham? But 
that thought made Jackie want to cry. 
Try and think about nothing 


She had her uniform dress off now 
Unbuttoned and then stepping out of it, 
trying in vain to forget Herr Kriegel 
sitting this close distance away, his eyes 
intent. Her dress...and now the tights. 
Why couldn't she have done it without 
taking her dress off? Because...Herr 
Kriegel wanted to embarrass her, that 
was why. Wanted to make her stand 
in front of him in just her underwear. 
Yes... 


The tights slithered down Jackie's 
trembling legs. She slipped off her 
shoes and then fumblingly the tights. 
There was an awful feeling of being 
naked under Herr Kriegel's intent gaze. 
Standing in just her knickers and bra. 
Jackie was slim-waisted but with well- 


rounded tits and haunches — in fact 
very much like Heidi Beckner when she 
was stripped off. Red-faced, Jackie 
reached for the stockings. 


"Take the knickers off too.' Herr 
Kriegel was only a couple of feet from 
her in this tight little room and his voice 
cam quiet but intense. ‘I'd like the 
knickers off too. So I can see our new 
student properly, eh? 


The tiny room seemed to have got a lot 
hotter — and airless. Jackie's hands 
were hovering in front of her in a self- 
conscious attempt to cover her 
knickers, her boobs in the lightweight 
bra. Now...she had to take her knickers 
off. 


"Come on, young lady. Get them off 
please." 


The room seemed to be dipping and 
rolli as if they were at sea. But 
Jackie's hands were doing it. Sliding 
down the brief white knickers. 
Somehow. Stepping out of them 


That's it. Now stand up straight. And 
move a little closer 


Standing close in front of Herr Kriegel 
on legs that seemed like rubber. In her 
bra and nothing else. Herr Kriegel's 
voice. It seemed to boom in her ears. 
That's better. That's lovely. What a 
lovely girl, Jacqueline. Have you got 
1 boyfriend? At home in England?" 


As Jackie answered a strangled ‘Yes 
Herr Kriegel,” his hand softly brush- 
ed the blonde bush of her pussy. She 
made a shocked squeaky sound. The 
hand lightly took hold of her 


Well. you'll have to do without that 
boyfriend in the next few months, my 
dear. But we'll keep you busy. Very 
busy. So you won't have time to think 
ibout your boyfriend. 


The hand that was so shockingly 
holding Jackie's pussy let go. Two 
hands on her hips turned her. Her feet 
stumbling in numb response. Jackie's 
back to Herr Kriegel now. Her nude 
ind quivering bottom...Herr Kriegel's 
hands on it 


Yes, Nurse. We'll keep you busy 
And if there are any little pro- 
blems...we'll keep this lovely bottom 
busy too, Eh?’ 


Herr Kriegel's hands fondled Jackie's 
bare bottom’ and then he let go. She 
could put the stockings on, he said. 
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Jackie felt incapable of any sort of ac- 
tion, in a state of shock. Somehow, 
though, her hands were able to act, 
after a fashion. Although she felt she 
had no control over them. Pulling on 
the nylon stockings one by one...and 
then fumbling on the suspender belt 
Struggling a bit with the clasps of the 
straps. But somehow.. 


“Stand up straight again and let me see. 
Face properly towards me...and a bit 
closer, Jacqueline. That's it. Yes...” 


Herr Kriegel needed to check things. 
With his hands. The suspender strap: 
the tautness of the nylons. Also it seem- 
ed...Jackie's pussy again. At last he 
pronounced himself satisfied. 
Everything was excellent in fact. Jackie 
could put her dress on. But not her 
knickers. She could leave them off 
now. ‘Fresh air is very healthy,” Herr 
Kriegel assured her. 


For the rest of the day Jackie had no 
knickers on. The new black stockings 
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and the trim white suspender belt under 
her dress — but no knickers. Back on 
the Autobahn in Herr Kriegel's 
Mercedes after going to a restaurant for 
lunch, and later at the hotel. No 
knickers. The thought of it made Jackie 
feel ill — and she couldn't get the 
thought out of her head. She had never 
of course before been out without 
knickers. Sitting int he car with Herr 
Kriegel and in the restaurant for lunch 
and again in the hotel restaurant for 
dinner...with no knickers on. It was as 
bad in its way as what had happened 
in that awful little room. As bad as 
what Jackie knew was going to happen 
when they got to the Institute. Or even 
before that perhaps. Here. At the 
hotel... 


Yes. It did happen. After dinner. Herr 
Kriegel coming into her room (his was 
along the corridor). The sharp eyes 
smiling at her. ..and Jackie kew he was 
going to do it. Here. Now. Maybe that 
was why she had had her knickers off 
all day. Waiting for this... 


‘Now, Jacqueline, I think we 
might...give you a little lesson. Eh?" 
As you say you have not had it before. 
Mmmm...? Just a spanking.” He was 
sitting down on her bed. ‘Come on. 
Let's have you over my lap...’ 


And that was where seconds later 
Jackie was. Face-down over Herr 
Kriegel's lap. With her skirt up round 
her waist and her lovely bottom bare 
above the black stocking tops. Herr 
Kriegel's hand fondling. Twenty-four 
hours ago Jackie had been on the set- 
tee in her parents’ lounge, locked in 
that steamy embrace with Graham. It 
would be fair to say she had not an- 
ticipated this. In a hotel room with 
Direktor Kriegel's hand fondling her 
quivering bare bottom. And then the 
hand cracking violently down... 


* * * 


By late morning the next day they were 
at the Institute. It was right out in the 
country, a couple of miles beyond a lit- 
tle village, in its own grounds with a 
high wall with large, ornate gates that 
were locked to let the Mercedes in. ‘So 
you can't escape! Herr Kriegel said, 
laughing. But Jackie didn't think it was 
a joke. She was quite sure that before 
long she would be thinking only of 
escaping from this place. But there was 
going to be no escape; not for six 
months — or maybe even a year. Oh 
God! 


She tried to steer her mind away from 
that dread thought. Six months or a 
year — of what she had already ex- 
perienced! Last night: over Herr 
Kriegel's lap with her bottom bare and 
his hard hand slamming down on it. 
Jackie had thought she was going to be 
physically sick. And after that a night 
in which half of the time she couldn't 
get to sleep, and when she could there 
were awful dreams waiting for her. 
Dreams in which she was spanked and 
caned. And not allowed to wear either 
a dress or knickers... 


But here she was: the Heitzmann Nur- 
sing Institute. In the main building. A 
couple of other girls to be seen: in a 
black uniform dress, and one girl in a 
white outfit. And staff: a man in a dark 
suit like Herr Kriegel, another one in 
a white coat. Student Nurse Jackie 
Wilming from England in her blue 
uniform with the black stockings tried 
to keep calm and not panic. 


Herr Kriegel was introducing her to 
another girl. Jackie forced herself to 
catch the name. Nurse Beckner. Heidi. 


She was a blonde like herself, in that 
black uniform. A pretty girl, with a sort 
of questioning look 


‘Our English guest will be in with you, 
Heidi, as I’ve told you,” Herr Kriegel 
said. “You will be responsible for her. 
And responsible to a certain extent for 
her discipline." The eyes behind the 
steel-rimmed spectacles smiled as if at 
some private joke... 


Heidi Beckner said a dutiful “Yes Herr 
Kriegel.’ She led Jackie along a cor- 
ridor and up some stairs. To a little 
room, simply furnished and with two 
rather institutional looking beds which 
were not made up, the bed clothes fold- 
ed at one end. Jackie looked around and 
shivered. Those beds were not too in- 
viting. And what had Herr Kriegel 
meant?... 
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Heidi Beckner made a face. “You will 
see. If you do not know about German 
discipline. You will soon find out. But 
I am afraid Herr Kriegel is going to 


make me help. In your training 
Perhaps it is his joke. It is not what I 
want to do." 


Jackie flushed. She had a sudden inkl- 
ing of what Heidi meant, of what Herr 
Kriegel had meant. No! Heidi shrugg- 
ed her shoulders. ‘I have been to 
England,' she said, deciding on some 
small talk. ‘London. Very interesting." 


Five minutes later Herr Kriegel came 
in. Heidi stood up, a wary look on her 
face. Was this going to be it? The Herr 
Direktor come in to enjoy himself? Of 
course there were various ways in 
which he could do that. One would be 
to spank and cane her (Heidi) in front 


of the English girl. Make Heidi take 
her knickers down...and then do it. Or 
of course. 


“All right, Jacqueline? Settling in with 
your new colleague?’ 


Jackie mumbled ‘Yes Herr Direktor." 


“Excellent. Heidi is a very helpful and 
friendly girl; I am sure an excellent 
mentor. And as I said she is also to help 
with your discipline. We can start that 
now I think. To show you what is done 
here. Heidi, will you take Nurse Wilm- 
ing's knickers down? And then give her 
a spanking..." 


Jackie looked desperately round. 
Heidi's face had gone bright red. ‘Get 
up on the bed, Nurse. On your hands 
and knees. Heidi will lift your skirt and 


take down your knickers. And then a 
good, hard spanking, Nurse Beckner." 


Jackie could feel the room spinning 
round her. That same feeling as in the 
little fitting room yesterday when she 
had to take all her clothes off for Herr 
Kriegel. It all felt like an awful dream 
but of course it wasn't. It was happen- 
ing. She climbed unsteadily onto the 
mattress. Onto her hands and knees. 
Heidi shot a quick glance at Herr 
Kriegel, sitting on the other bed, and 
then stepped forward. She hated this 
Or did she? Heidi thought she hated it 
— but at the same time could feel a 
surge of excitement. As she pulled up 
the English girl's skirt. Her hands 
touched Jackie's softly rounded bare 
thighs above the black stocking tops. 
Yes, there was a surge of excitement 
all right 


A surge of excitement was also flow- 
ing through the veins of Ernest Kriegel 
This marvellous English girl on the bed 
with her superb bottom being bared by 
his Heidi. In his hand now, taken from 
an inside jacket pocket, was a leather 
tawse. He was going to get in the ac- 
tion himself, after he had watched 
Heidi. The lovely English girl of 
course...and very likely Heidi too. 


